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BLOOD ON THE RACIIS = Roy liacinski

If I was forced to find a single word to describe my response to the first
two issues of Interzone and the first three of BExtro, I think that word
would be "indifference®, Perhaps it's a little foolish to expect great
things from either of these magazines whllst they are still in their format-
ive periods, but there was very little in them which I found I could enthuse
about, That's not to say that what they published was rubbish, TFar from it
~~ mmuch of the work was good, solid stuff, But that's unfortunately all it
was; very few of the stories impressed or lingered in the nenory,

Currently, everyone seems to be taking sides and pumping up their chos-
en nagazine at the expense of the other., I guess that comparisons between
the two are almost inevitable, but one only has to pick them up and casually
flip through them to see that they are in fact two very different beasts,
and that nearly all comparisons are completely erroneous, Interzone, with
its choice of such writers as Ballard, Carter and Roberts tozether with its
clean layout and "classic" typeface, is obviously aiming at what it per-
ceives to be the "quality" end of the market; IBxtro, on the other hand, with
its choice of such writers as Aldiss, Cowper and Shaw but more obviously in
its style of production, is aiming for a much wider, more commercial
audience, I don't view either one of these approaches as superior to the
other, but merely two very different attempts to capture two very different
parts of the same maxket ~- a market that some would say ceased to exist
long ago,

If that market does still exist and Interzone and Extro are to gain
their respective shares of it, then for a . number of reasons they face an up-
hill struggle, Of the two, Extro probably faces the bigger problems, for in
basing its success or failure on a much wider audience taan Interzonets it




mast surmount the hurdles posed by both distribution and the casual reader,
At the moment, Interzone!s distribution (subscriptions and selected book-
shops) seens to be working well, but IExtro's (in London at least) seems to
be all but nonexistent, thus not even giving the magazine a chance to sur-
vive, let alone flourish, Assuming that W, H, Smith and other wholesalers
do pick it up, then it faces theé problem of enticing the casual reader —-
like it or not, many people do judge a book by its cover, and in this res-
pect Extro are doing themselves no favours whatsoever, The covers have been
eyecatching, but for all the wrong reasons, Indeed, I feel they!'ll do more
to frighten off prospective first-time buyers than attract them,

As important as these factors may be, they are of course secondary to
the problem of, once having established your readership, hanging on to it,
and the solution to it is entirely dependant wpon the quality of the stories
you publish, As I implied at the beginning, there!s certainly room for im-
provement; B0 now let!s consider those stories,

One of the most notable aspects of both magazines has been how, with'
few exceptions, that "star" writers who have littered their pages have faile
ed to shine, Packed into Interzone 1, for example, were Angela Carter,
Keith Roberts, M, John Harrison, John Sladek and Michael Moorcock, yet with
the possible exception of Sladek!s "Guesting" -- as amusing little tale of
what happens when an alien is lined up to appear on a nationwide American
chat show -—= there was very little that made a lasting impact on me, There
can be no denying that in terms of style and technique the stories by
Roberts and particularly those by Carter and Moorcock were superbly waidten,
but they completely failed to involve me in their individnal worlds., Ine
deed, whilst reading them I found myself continually sitting back and admir-
ing the manner of their writing -~ a sure sign that they had failed to en-
gage my imagination,

The remaining story in that first issue was M, Joln Harrison's "The New
Rays", centred on a particularly disturbing medical treatment involving the
eponymous but mysterious new form of energy., Harrison tried, and to a cer-
tain extent succeeded, in providing an atmospheric tale, but in-the end I
was left with the feeling that it was merely fashionably dense, oblique and
enigmatic, ' .

Interzone 2 lacked the star~studded quality of its predecessor, but
contained what was, for my moeny, the best story published in either: J, G,
Ballard's "lemories Of The Space Age, dealing with the experiences of an
ex=-NASA official returning to Cape Kennedy after the first death in space,
which has caused a disturbance in the flow of time that radically alters the
individualts perception of it, Ballard's control and use of the Bnglish
language is a wonder to behold: not once does he fall into the trap of overe
writing, His imagination is powerfully conveyed, and the story is full of
vivid and gripping imagery vhich glues the reader to the page. _

0f the known writers published in the first three issues of Extro, the

best stories were probably Bob Shaw!s “Aliens Aren't Humen'" and Garry
Kilworthts "Sumi Dreams Of A Paper Frog', and the worst was probably John
Sladek's ‘Bxplanation For The Disappearance Of The !foon", The Kilworth was
largely a stylistic exercise, but an interesting and very effective one,
whereas the Shaw was a straightforward tale of the dangers of wsing force to
resolve a dilemma and how, if you're not careful, it can backfire on you,
It was up to the standard we've come to expect from Shaw, and it provided a
diverting if somewhat undemanding read, Demanding and for me completely im-
penetrable was the Sladek story: obscure, frustrating and apparently without
any point at all, I could not make head nor tail of it.

Other well~known writers published in the first three issues were Chris
Priest, Ian Yatson, Richard Cowper, James White and Brian Aldiss, with the
stories by Priest, Vhite and Aldiss being reprints, All were good, solid
pieces but remain, at the last, fairly forgettable, lany of the stories
from the new or newer writers fell into the same category, but a couple of
them managed to shima, For me, the best was Steve Rasnic Tem's "War On The
Downside", in Extro 3. This was a chilling tale of conflict in a region of
space that causes people to undergo mental breakdowns; moreover, nobody
seems to know vhether the "enemy" really exists oxr whether the real enemy
lies within, Otherwise, Jin Johnotonds “The Return Of Ocean Stream", in



Ixtro 2, had a neat concept, to do with the flow of gravity, at its core,
but the author never seemed to know what to do with it; just as an answer
appeared forthcoming, the story ended, But it showed promise.,.. 4and, of
the newer writers in Interzone, Rachel Pollack's "Angel Baby! (in the second
issue) was a guite compelling if ultimately unresolved tale of obsession:
had the first-person female narrator been impregnated by an alien, or was
she merely imagining it all? , _ _
So there you have it, I would have like to have b:2en more positive in
this review because I feel that these two magazines neéd our support and
encouragement if they are to flourishy but, at present, all we can support
is the concept of the magazines thenselves, Better and more involving fic-
tion is required if they are to establish themselves as an integral part of
British SF =- certainly, when the BSI'A Awards next come around, I would
like to see a DPritish writer from a British magazine collect the prize in
the short story section, but at the moment they lack the impact to do so,

Jessica Amanda Salmonson —— THE GOLDEN HMAGINATA (Ace, 310pp, #2.75)
‘ Reviewed by Chris Bailey

Parallel world stories have obvious attractionsd for all coneerned: the write
er can work out a pet obsession without worryins over strict historical
verisimilitude, while the reader is remssured by finding his feet on relat-
ively familiar ground, Jessica Amanda Salmonsont!s baby is shogunate Japan
and the parallel world device allows her to get away with a lot that James
Clavell couldn't, for besides impossibly valorous samurai hexr Naipon is
crawling with oni, tengu, kirin and other nasties out of Japanese legend,
She writes adequately, but uninspiringly, and her tendency to clipped syntax
emphasises her blistering progress through a convoluted plot, I was left
breathless, but unconvinced, The spirit of the samurai is there, no doubt,
but what of the spizit of Hokushai or Basho? Surely even the bloodtkirst-
iest samurai had the occasional day off? The dialogue is all threats and
boasts, the descriptions are all of weapons, clothes and battle-gear, Al=-
though once or twice people do sit down and gawp at the moon, maybe dashing
off an awful haiku at the same time, they do so rather in the manner of a.
boxerts rest between rounds, before the carnage is resumed, "The heads of
these arrows were shaped like big turnips which could annihilate a man's eye
then burst out the back of a skull, brains splattering in the wake," The
heroine, Tomoe Gozen, finds her every quest resulting in obligations to go
and avenge another ghost or do in another miscreant spirit, and so the novel
poes on, leaving behind it a trail of spilled viscera; the reader is des-
pairing of the book ever ending when, quite suddenly, it does, and it almost
redeems itself at the some time, for Tomoe reflects well upon her vanity and
upon the validity of the Way, But then she's confronted by an old foe and
as a result of this encounter ("his throat burbled a sickening froth") she
merely resolves to become a sincerer swordsperson,

The ~uthor comes over as a keen feminist, but having her heroine but-
cher every male who crosses her path may be a somevhat simplistic method of
settling old scores, The Golden Naginata is the second book in a trilogy
and it carries within it an endorsement of the first .(Tomoe Gozen) from
Pighting Vomen'!s Hews; which fact somehow seems to sum up the present in-
stalnent pretty well,

Philip Jose Farmer =—— NIGHT OF LICGHT (Penguin, 176pp, £1.25)
: Reviewed by Ann Collier

The plot of this novel is so convoluted as to defy resume, It concerns John
Carmody, a wife-rmurdering psychopath undergoing a conversion to Christianity
after witnessing supernatural events on an alien planet, events which ine
clude his conjuring a physical projection of his dismembered wife, who then
instantly bears a child who is the son and successor to the native god Yess,
who is himself threatened with death by fundamentalist ChristianSeees Suf=-
fice it to say, this is an eventful book. The first half deals with the
preliminary rituals of the Night of Life, during which electromagnetic
storms on the sun cause great upheaval to the inhabitants of Dante's Joy,
mionsters from the id" are embodied and roam the streets with people whose



‘bodies are ravaged by discases which are physical manifestations of psychic
states, Carmody is clearly a bad suy, enjoying the sexual rituals that form
paxrt of the religious response to the Hisht but mocking other aspects of the
religion and harbouring thoughts of murder which are realised when he meets,
in a perfectly nundane encounter, the god Yess, In a very confused narra-
tive, FParmer has him fathering Yess!s successor, a process which causes him
to experience a dramatic conversion to Christianity, Twenty-seven years
later, he returns to Dante's Joy to dissuade this son from compelling all
its inhabitants to stay awake and so undergo the full experience of the
Night, The emphasis on the alien relig ion, Boontism, which was much in
evidence earlier in the book, gives way, in the second half, to a thriller
dotted with Christiesque red herrings, To expose Yess!s non—div1nity, fun-
damentalist Christians conspire to kill him, As a further complication,
grudge~bearing ex-accomplices from Carmody's past plot to kill him in re-
venge, Iarmer seems engrossed in inviting us to guess the identity of these
conspirators until the last few pages, wvhen theological questions again pre-
domninate,

' It is difficult to fathom Farmer's 1ntent10ns in thls messy book, His
portrayal of Carmody as a vicious, sadistic murderer is just about credible;
Carnody's conversion to a good, decent, though rather bland Christian priest
is not. Equally unsatisfactory is the treatment of Boontism, of which few
details are given beyond reference to its origins and incidental mention of
various items used during its ceremonies, Tarmer deal very fleetingly with
the crucial intexplay betwecen religious belief in undergoing the Wight and
the physical effects of the electromagnetic activity, and (scannlng the text
to find the vital connections) I was left with a feeling of frustration and
irritatlon only to discover, on a second reading, that the information sime.
ply is not there, The novel is meant to work through nerely the suggestion
of religious paraphernalis and through striking gory images whose powexr to
induce shock sidetracks the intellect from noting the deficiencies, How-
ever, the final though with which FParmer leaves us is Carmody's questioning
of whether Boontism or Christianity is the true religion, an intellectual
hurdle the brain refuses having been given insufficient momentum on the run-
upe Splendidly bold and imaginative though the descriptions of the super-
natural events are, they fail to carry along this pretentious, confused and
irritating book,

Frederlk Pohl == PLANETS THREE (Bantam. 225pp, $2.50)
Reviewed by Joseph Hicholas

nJt is hard for me to know how to rate t'Figurehead?!, 'Donovan Had A Drcam!
and 'Red Moon Of Danger' at this late date" states Pohl in his introduction,
adding that he'll leave the verdict up to us, I'd have thought that the
verdict was obvious, for what else can you truthfully say of three space
opera novelettes published in the obscurer pulps of the late forties except
that they are, simply, dreadful? It's useless to point to them, as the
blurb attempts, as crucial to the development of modern ST because if they
were they would have been reprinted many times before now -~ and if they
really are that cru01a1, then God alone knows how we ever got where we are
today. The fact is that a bad story is a bad story regardless of how or
when it was written, and the resurrection of these three, which should have
been left to moulder in decent obscurity, is yet more evidence for the sort
of ¢rass commercialism ("It's by a big name author, so of course it will
sell") that's now talken over SF publishing. Avoid this book like the

plague,

Glen Cook —— SHADOULINE (Varner, 350pp, §2,7§2
Reviewed by Dorobhy Davies

This is the stoxy of Gnenuo Storn, a mercenary controlllng a vast empire and
conducting a running battle with Richard Hawksblood, also a mercenary. In
his home, Storm keeps two mutant alsatians and the ravenshrikes, the noc-
turnal flying lizsrds of the Broken Ulng Svampe They have limited psi pow--
ers,

Horborn w*'Deeth, a Sangaree, is forced to flee for his life from his
home world of Prefactlas when a raid by Storm kills most of his family., He



beconmes a slave, but obtains his freedom when he meets up with Rhafu, a mem~
ber of his household who also escaped, '“ojether, they plan Deeth's return
as the head of the liorborn fanily and his revenge on those who killed his
world; to do this, he becomes involved wlth Hichas¥ Dce, Storm's bastard
brother,

On Blackwoxld there is thc Shacowline, which divides Drightside and
Teilight. Trog is a tractor hog, spending his time running the gauntlet of
Brigshtside for the small living Twilight can give him, He has an adopted
daughter, lMoira, his only concession to the normal feelings of life., e be=-
lieves there is infinite wealth to be had, should he and could he once reach
the end of the Shadowline before his ox¥gen and his heat protecction give
out, Ile makes it, but the effort almost costs him his life, In hospital,
he is visited by liichael Dee, posing as a reporter, who prises the secret of
Shadowline from him and then kills him, Moira knows vho committed the nur-
der, vows her revenge with the aid of one of Frog's associates, changes her
nane to Pollyanna and proceeds to seduce and marry one of Storm's sone in .
order to get closer to Michael Dee,

There are strange people in this book: Stormts offsprino, Iucifer,
blind Homer, Benjaming his twin lMasato, or Mouse, whose commentary is sup-
posed to link the chapters together (these, incidentally, are often as short
as six lines), There are the Darkswords, Yulf and Helimut, holding the Storm
conire together, and Dee's strange hangers-on, The book 1eaps fronm world to
world, in singleships and starships, not to mention fleetiny references to
harvestships manned by the High Seiners, the Starfishers who give their name
to the trilogy of which this is the first book and who have, in fact, very
1ittle to do with it at all., There are cruel and intricate tortures, cryo-
cyborg technology and resurrected dead, and (oﬂ‘course) "the death-without=
resurrection",

By the end, I was completely confused as to whether Cook was wrltlnb a
sword-and-sorcery novel (Ilawksblood, Darksword, Broken Wing Swamp, etc,) or
a police thriller ("Andiron, Andiron, this is Blackwood, ®eceiving light
projectile fire, have silenced one lasecannon, Over," or whether he was
really a western writer who had decided to junp genres Ein the middle of a
pitched battle with laserifles, Strom produces a .45 pistol and wre have the
classically bad line "itorm's pistol spoke"), If you add to this writing of
such style as "A gleeful wild devil s»un circles of terror around the hall".
and "They had pallid skin and stringy brown hair so sparse it belonged on an
endangered species list” coupled with Cook's intention to make a verb of the
word "serendipity" by twice using it as "serendipitous" you will have sonec
idea of what the second and third volumes of "The Starfishers Trilogy" w111
contain, .

Janes Gunn -~ THE MIUD MASTER (Timescape, 174pp, $2.25)
Reviewed by Chris Horgan

"Jje have tamed the savage land, he thousght, and the savages within us. Vle
have humanized the earth, but everywhere we have cut ourselves off fron
those direct experiences wvith life that made us human: hunger, disease,
pain, loss, and even death itself, which seldon concs unbidden,” (p.134)

Once a society has become so completely sutomated that there is no need
for people to do any form of work, oxr even go outside {they live in sclf=-
contained, windowless apartments), there is a danger that they will become
inward-looking, They will forsake reality for dreams, That, at least, is
James Guan's contention is this odd book (not a novel, not a fix-upj; poss-
ibly a linked collection of threce novelettes) which used to bear the nore
appropriate but less startling title The Dreaners,

Children are brought up in automated creches, People spend their lives
gsampling the drecams of others (done by swallowing capsules!’ vntil they be-
come tired of life, Then they either plug into a particular dream fulle-time
or else opt for a kind of suspended anination, A few individusls perforn
more creative tasks (of vhich the computers are incepable), such as creative
dreaming --~ making the master tapes fron which the capsules are preparcd.
There are also some old instructive capsules available should anyone want to
perforn useful skilled work, (Brain surgery as a hobbvy, anyone? )

It all secms a rather pointless existence, though the nost surprising




thing about it is that Gumn sets it in the 22nd century. It is a kind of
stasis, of course, because there is no progress of any kind (though it is a
stasis which one feels might have existed for millenia). To the contrary,
all systems seen to be gradually rumming down,

The threc stories about these dreamers are insubstantial and income
plete, They all involve men who are betrayed, or believe thenselves betray-
cd, by women, The best of them shows one of the creative dreamers preparing
a drean tape of a Trojan War (not quite the Trojan Yar) but becoming ensnar—
ed by the dream and particularly by Helen of Troy,

But the whole book is rather half-hearted and insubstantial, failing to
do justice to its conccpt, with the linking passages hindering rather than
helping, ' -

Hichael De Larrabeiti —- THE BORRIBLES GO FOR DROKE (Ace, 215pp, #2,50)
i . Reviewed by Kevin Rattan

Of courscy I didn't really believe Joseph when he told me in his covering
letter that this is labclled as SF because the Borribles have pointed ears,
I mean, I know that the ways of publishers are beyond all understanding, but
that sounded just too far-fetched, It is also, of course, completely true
== although, wvhile it isn't SP, it is most definitely fantasy,. '

‘ The Borribles of the title have thce aforementioned pointed ears, these
having grown since they ran away to become permanent juvenile delinquents,
They fear having these ears clipped because this would return them to the
status of ordinary children, from which they have developed, Like evil
Peter Pans, they do not grow up or grow old, though they can be, and are,
killed, Their favourite weapon is the catapault; they are unwashed, steal,
dislike authority and swear., For parents, Dorrible equals lorrible, but for
children they are the ultimate wish~fulfillment,

The morals of this book, which avoids the moralising traditional in
children's books of howegood~little=boys~and=-girls-should-behave, emphasisec
individualism and attacks materialist values, That may sound dry for child-
ren, but I assure you that it is not, The emphasis on individuality is sym-
bolised by the struggle of the Borribles against the SBG (Special Borrible
Group), in the person of the ridiculous but sinister Inspector Sussworth and
of his henchnan Sergeant Ilanks, and against the far less conical Vendle clan
vho arc Borribles gone wrong, and have submitted to a particularly restric-
tive authority under "Flinthead™, The attack on naterialism is embodied in
the way of life of the Dorribles, vho do not use noney, and of their quest
which only comes abcut because of a previous quest which wrongsly went after
T0NneYy .,

This quest is one of the major fantasy elemnents of the book, but others
concern such things as the Borritles having to earn their names and delighte-
ing in telling the story of how they won ther, "Another is that cach of the
groups or characters has their own song; they are a positive delight and I
cannot resists quoting., The Borribles in gencral sing that they are "Ragged
arsed renegades, never respectable/Under your nosec but rarely detectable/
Treedom's a Borriblets one occupationi® The SBG sing: "Authority must ale
ways win/Dissenters are a mortal blight/I'll siraighten them with discip= - -
line/Teach them to put their morals righti" The Wendles sing: "We're rough
and we're tough and we don't give damn/Ve are the elite of the Borrible
clan," . ' o

" Phe quest involves, in the natural way of things, quite a large gmount
of violence and dirt, and here are yet more reasons for kids to love it and
adults to hate it, The viocnce is nostly offstage, such as the delightful
tales of people being drowmed in mud, but is at times graphic and grlsly:
Larrabeiti positively revels in it, though this nay nean that he knows his
audience very well, Much of the action takes place in the sewers, and there
is no major character vho is not covered in shit at one time or anothecr,
Sergeant Hanks is constantly pickin~ his nose, and we are always told what
he does with the snot,. :

I don't think I've ever rcad a book like this before, It's for child-
ren, but does not write down to them, The story so carrics you oway that
you forget that therc is no SBG and no one knows about any Borribles, It's
the ultimate aonswer to *nice® kids' Bogks; buy it and read it yourself!
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Yarren Morwood —— THIE WINDHOVER T.1°13S: Al THAGE O VOIC!S (Bant?m, 210pp,
, . 2.0
Reviewed by Sue Thomason

To start W1th, you have to realise that thls isn't just a book, it's "a new
science fiction adventure series", To prove it, Bantam have helpfully ine
cluded an extract from volume 2 in the back of volune 1; it's callecd Flexing
The Yarp and is due out in early 1983, Ilorwood is currently working on vole-
une 3 of the series, entitled Pize Of The Gabriel Ratchets, UUe works for
Bantan and lives in Texas, This one will run and run, _

The plot: Contract diplonat Gerard Ilanley in his starship Windhover
roves the universe, righting wrongs and writing treaties for alien races
joining the nighty TFederation, He doesn't say which IPederation, The only
problem is that he has recently completed a mission to the Ribble galaxy,
and the TFederation has wiped his mind of the entire experience, But he has
recurrent dreans of a mysterious and beautiful wonan called Pairy Peg, ruler
of the Ribble galaxy, and he has half an idea that he used to be her conw.
sort, The sage of a man in search of himnself, right? Ile used to be Fize of
the Gabriel Ratchets, too (hence the title of volume 3), but he can't really
renenber what the Grabriel Ratchets do, or what a Fize is,

Anyway, he falls in love with a researcher called ShRil, a Sylvan,
Sylvans have three breasts and wear "teat patches" and are very sexy, She's
researching into "universal nmythology", and together she and Gerard discover
a new universal legend about a character called Tenderfoot, As we follow
Gerard through various thrilling missions, he discovers nore and nore about
Tendexrfoot in previously unreccorded alicn poctry, I wont!t sicken you with a
sanple, There seens to be sone nmysterious connection between BGerard and
Tenderfoot, After an abortive attempt to neet FPairy Peg, Gerard marries
ShRil and gives up diplonacy for fulle-tine mythology. End of volune 1,

I think itt's one of those books that are supposed to have sone deep and
cosnic significance, I couldn't work out what it was., I find this kind of
literary pretension rather embarrassing, and I'm just faintly suspicious of
Anne McCaffreyts cover blurb -= "Twelve years ago, when I finished reading
Stanislaw Len's Polaris, I was sinilarly awed," she says, but obviously
wasn't awed enough to remember the title of Solaris corregtly, .

I trust that nakes the situation clear To those of you who like this
sort of thing, I wouldn't go so far 2s to tell anyone not to buy it, but.
I'd advise reading it first, There arc plenty of more worthwhile novels
around,

Brian Aldius ~= THE MATLACIA TAPESTRY and SPACYN, TIME AND NATHALIEL (Granada,

293pp and 190pp respectively, £1,25 cach)
: Reviewed by Brian Snith

Perfection is an elusive quality in the world of literaturc, Human fallie
bility and long, bitter experience tell us that all novels have a flaw of
soric kind sonewhere —— but if The llalacia Tapestry has one then I'm darnncd
if I can find it, I have read only a handful of ST novels which I regard as
being true works of art, and this im one of then,

The setting is the city-state of Malamia, a Vemiee emjoying an ebemmal
Renaissance in an altcrnate universe whose history and geocraphy is at once
both strange (the hunans arc descended from dinosours) and yet fanilior (the
world beyond lalaeaia containc Sweden, Parkey and Bywantimi), oo that Malacia
hovers drean~like between myth and reality, The city is a nmajor strand in
Aldiss's tapestry, a vibrant, triumphantly real metropolis overflowing with
life, love and intrigue. It forms a stage upon which the charactcrs nove,
players in both a literal and a literary scnse, [Forecnost anong then is
Perian de Chirolo, dilettante actor and dissolute lecher, On one level, the
story is of his ambitious affair with the daughter of a noble fanily, during
the coursec of which he shows signs of being truly in love for the first tine
by offcering the ultimate sacrifice of attempting to change his owm nature,
On a deeper level, it is a detailed analysis of the relationship between art
and reality and the paradoxes involved therein; how the best art is that
which reflects life, and how life can at tinmes seen very bad art indeed,

The book is full of cxanples, fron puppet shows and shadow plays to the ine
nortalisation of street urchins on perfect giass niniatures, but the paradox




is best crystallised in the dreadfully hackneyed play in which Porian finds
hinself acting, the plot of which oozcs fron his geript into his life,

As Perian's affair carries hin into ever nore elevated strata of
Malacian saciety (and very deep political waters indecd), so more thenes,
not inconsequential in thensclves, interweave with the main two, The nature
of the revolutionary, the norality of privilege and thc insidious guises into
which totalitarianisn can twist itself, to name but three, With so many
ideas at work, it is hardly surprising that the plot is not linear, but in-
stead forms an intricate gavotte, in which the characters interact with each
other and their society in formal, stately neasures, The story, in fact, re~
sentbles an exquisite picce of Jewellery, with the thenes and ideas embedded
in a luxuriant style like genstones in gold, (It is perhaps Aldiss®s greate-
est achieverrent that the novel itself should be representative of its own
nain netaphor,) Aldisst!c prose is superb throughout, displaying a perceptive
sense of hunour and a deep Jjoy of language vhich has never heard of self-ine-
dulgence, He has a nagnificent gift for sketching in vivid colours the
sights and sounds of the city street, hillsides in the sun or forests in the
darkneso, for capturing long golden aftcrnoons lost in time., I can think of -
no one to stand beside hin in this respect cxcept I, R, Eddison, although he
is not prone to the occasional purple excesses which flawed Iddison's work,
(The conparison with Eddison is made closer by the frequent philosophical exe—
changes betwecn the characters and the sirange, cvocative Tiepolo illustrat-
ions which stud the book,) ' :

The world of Malacia is a vaulting feat of imagination, thoroughly con-
sistent in its politics, society and econony and pcopled by a host of marvele
lously drawn characters; rich, poor, hunble, arrogant and irrepressible,

They and their world live on for the reader after the book has been closed,
in the same way that a roon does not cease to exist when the light has been
turned out, The Malacia Tapestry is a beautiful, rich and above all inmpore
tant novel, If your pocket won't stretch to the hardback asking pricec of
Helliconia Spring, buy this instead and see what all the fuss is about,

Space, Tine And Nathaniel was Aldissts first collection (indeed, his
first SI book), and is by now a hardy perennial, Twenty-five ycars old and
veteran of nmany reprints, as is witnessed by the three different introduc-
tions it now carries, two of then fron earlier editions, Collected nere are
fourteen of Aldises's early short stories, from the period 1954-57. They have
nuch in commor: they are all neat, clever little stories written in a largely
undenonstrative prosee Taken en nasse, they are also rather depressing: so
nany sticky ends have been assenbled that, were Aldiss?s name to be removed
fron the book, you night well take this to be an Ellison colleotion, The
characters in these stories find thenselves up against a universe which is at
best insouciant and at worst openly malevolent, One by one, they fall victim
to forces far beyond their control, and often beyond their understanding, at
times in a disturbingly surreal fashion, But the stories do display renark-
able confidence and inventiveness for their time, and are not without their
lessons for us today. In a world where the video recorder vies with the hone
conputer for the honour of being the leading status symbol of the Vestern
world, it is a nmark of Aldiss's sanity as a writer that his very first story,
“Crininal Record", containc the following passage:

"arry stared blankly out of the window and whispered to hinmselfs tA
television recording!! Then he said: t'Seenis a funny thing to want to
have, !

11t cones fron a funny civilisation,! I answered,

There's no ansver to that.

Robert Silverbers, Charles Wauzh & Harry Greenberpy (eds,) —- THE SCIENCE

TICTIONAL, DINOSAUR (Avon/Flare, 224pp, $2+25)
Reviewed by Judith Hanna

vhether you're interested in SF stories or in dinosaurs, you're likely to
find this collection disapvointing: its only achievenent is as an awful exane
ple of how SIF -~ so vaunted as a "literature of ideas" =—- plunders the'most
exciting discoveries of science and reduces then tO'mere'hook§ fro? vhich to
suspend ancient and hackneyed plots, onalogous to the nanner in vhich the
protagonist of Brian Aldiss's excellent "Poor Little Waxrriori" converts the



monstrously awe-inspiring brontosaurus into a heap of carrion, The rest of
the book consists of mercifully brief introductions to the stories, one or
two gratuitous and pedantic footnotes (for instance: an explanation of the
proper, ags distinct from popular, use of the term "brontosaurus" tacked on
to the Aldiss story), an uminformative two-page introduction to the collect-
ion, four pages of "Geologic Time-~Scale', seven of "Glossary Of Selected
lesozoic TFauna' (do the editors think we're going to look up every technical
term that interrupts the terrific flow of the stor1es°), a two-and-a~bit page
vClassification Of Selected Mesozoic Reptiles®, a list of "Further Reading®
of fiction about dinosaurs, and nine stories, of which only the Aldiss scrap
mentioned above draws praise. Robert Silverberg's "Our Lady Of The Souro-
pods” is the best of the also~rang: thouzh competent, Silverberg's writing
lacks the power to tronscend the vapidly implausible story-line =~ no heavy=
hoofed note points it out, but skiffy readers can be assumed as perfectly
familiar with the far~fetched axieéms of pseudo~-science, therets no evidence
for the exisctence of telepathy in humans; and even if, against all probabile
ity, all dinosaur species of whatever period were able to unite in one tele-
pathic web, it's ridiculous to suggest that a human would be able to tune in
on the broadecast,

So much for faint praise: the rest is drivel, Heret's the rundowm,
Robert F. Young'!s "Vhen Time Vas llew", despite faint touches of Babes In The
Wood and Children Of The Hew IForest, boils down to a slushy Mills & Boon ro=-
mance rendered ridiculous by the time-travel twist —— shall I sicken you by
explaining how the modern hero, on a trip back to the Cmetaceous, rescues
two cute kids kidnapped from 1liars not only from the dinosaurs but from the
baddies of their own world, that the zirl-child falls in love with him, comes
forward into his own time and turnc out to be the remote and glamourouc ase
sistant with whom he has been in love all along, It could only work as a
farce; unfortunately, it's narrated with all the earnest mediocrity of the
real Mills & Boon, Or there's Paul Ashts "Wings Of A Bat', a ‘'helpful anie-
mal" story about a baby pteranodon, saved by humans transported back in time,
that in its tuen saves them, Or Harry Harrison's "The Ever=Branching Tree",
o fictionalised school-~lesson the bald didocticiem of which, now that pmlae-
ontology has decided that dinosaurs were probably warm=blooded, no longer
conveys any useful information and has thus entircly lost any point it once
had, Two anecdotes by Asimov, "Day Of The Hunters" and "A Statue For Pathe
en®, build up economically to their gimmicks, likewise Poul Anderson's
nJildcat! == "p Statue TFor Tather" is o twist of Cordwainer Smithts “"From
Gustiblet's Plonet", without Smith'sc quality of writing and substituting time-
travel for interplanetary contact; the other two stories are portentous warn-
ings about how we're sctting ourselves up for extinction, but neither sheds
eny fresh light on the problem nor proposes any workable solution. The last
story, "Hermes To The Ages" by Frederick D. Gottlieb, is a well-intentioned
but pedestrian account of how US and Ruscian scientists in space co=opercte
to revive a dried~up dinosaur theytve found on the loon,

Rather than woste time or money on this contemptible volume, you should
-~ if you're interected in stories about dinosaurs which do actually convey
information about the current state of knowledge in their study - twy
william Stout's The Dinosaurs (reviewed by Joseph Nicholas in Vector 105},
which ic better wrlttcn, both more interesting ond more instructive, and con~
tains plenty of pictures. for zood measure, :

John Sladek ~= RODERICK (Granada, 348pp, £1.953 Timesco.pe, 256p1, $2.75)
Reviewed by Joseph HNichola

Tirst published in hardback in late 1980 (whlch fact a2lone ensured its being
overlooked for every major award of 1981), this is the first volume of o two-
part novel ubout, as the subtitle has it, "The Bducotion Of A Young llachine",
(Two parts in the UK, anyway; in the USA, it has becen split into three, with
the first concludlng at the end of chapter 17, ) As such, it's an engrossing

absurdist comedy of a highly inventive order -~ Roderick begins life aft a
hick, backwoods university as an Artificial Intelligence computer program
funded by o NASA grant which turns out to be a rip-off set up be a junior -
executive who wanto the money to buy himself a collection of lorld Waxr 2
fighter planes; NASA internal audit eventually closes him down and the unie-




verisyt declines to continue funding the project on itc own, so Roderick =-
self-aware ond capable of learning, but otherwise ignorant of the world and
lacking in wisdom -~ is fransferred into a tracled, cylindrical body and
smuggled out by one of his creators (who's convinced that the reason no one
ever gets anywhere with an AI project is becnuse some secret agency alvays
closes it down and rubs out its porticipants at the moment of breakthrough\
to tzke up recidence with a gadget—crazy ecolo;ist who, wvhen his wife runs
off with another mans...s lell, one could go on summarising the plot almost
- ad_infinitum, but if T tell you that, among other things, hets kidnapped by
gypsies, forced into telling fortunes at a carnival, adopted by an eldexrly
couple, beaten up in the school playgsround, and given to conducting long ar-
guments with his priest about the necessity of God, you'll no doubi get some
fdea of the range of his adventures, Mot to mention their unlikelihood ==
how, after all, could almost everyone he mects mistake him for a severely
handicapped child rather than recognise him as a robot and, when he protests
that he is, spend so much time trying to dissuade him? Ib's a tribute to
Sladek's genius that you don't really begin to quibble until after youtve
finished reading, but even then it isn't implausible at all because a good
part of the novel concerns the ways in vhich we human beings, for all our
supposed adaptability and flexiblllty, are just as programmed as any mnchine,
conditioned to think and behave in particular patterns, blind to anything
beyond our narrow perceptions and experiencec, Iience the somwhat two-dimen-
gsional nature of the characters: a wonderfully diverse, entertaining and
downrizht crazy bunch they are, but at the last never more than caricatures
of the types of lMidwest Americans amongst whom Sladek, himself a liidwestern-
er, must have grown up (whlch prompts the question: how many of Roderick's
childhood experiences are analogous to his own?), Iy only serious quibble
concerns the real nature of Roderick'!s adopted parents, disclosed towards the
end of the UK edition, vwhich (even within the context of the novel as a
whole) simply strainc credulity too far for it to rccovered, lhich is a
pity, because it does somewhat mar wvhat has, up until then, been a most ex-
cellent and enjoyable work; but I'm nevertheless looking forward  to the sece
ong part, Roderick At Random, with eagcr anticipation,

IFrederick Pohl —- BRYOI™D THE TLUE EVIHT JIORIZOI (;I-‘utura#}ﬂppL £1,95)
Reviewed by Ray Owen

The most immediately striking thing about this novel is the hideous cover: a
young, almogst naked woman held captive by a machine, in the worst tradition
of the old pulp magazines, However, whereos the majority of the paintings in
those doys (by such artists as Borl X, Bergey and Frank R. Paul) had a comic=
like simplicity which made them acceptable, the (uncredited) crsator of this
cover has a rather more graphic and detailed style which only serves to make
it cheaper and more tastelecs,

But it is true that the cover suitc the contents of the novel, for both
are largzely simple updates of the old "sence of wonder® stories that abounded
in the early days of the magazines, In this sequel to Goteway, Pohl presents
mankind with further wondrous remnants of the mysterious vaniched alien race,
the Heechee, The disoovery of a vast "food factory" amongst the asteroids
promotes & mission to explore the possibilities of using it for BEartht's hun-
gry millions, which in turn lead us. to the slightly more vast Hecchee Heaven,
vhere failed experiments in genetic engineering are left to vegetate under
the occasional supervision of a tired semi-machine (who is only relatively
V"Dt) The plot then gets involved in the theory that the Heechee were (or
possibly still are) busily arranging a re-run of the Big Bang in order to
change fundamental mathematics, 4And just in case we were growing complacent
about the bigness of things (difficult as this is after o chapter entitled
#3ixty Billion Glgablts"), at the end we really meet the Heechee, and the
place where they live is very very veryvast indeed, The book ends on o
corny and unoriginal twist, I only hope there wontt be a sequel,

As simple, rather unchallenging cccapism, Beyond The Blue Tvent Jiorizon
could be seen as a Success, DBut, compared with the old, carefully crafted
and occesionally funny works that Pohl has produced, it is a disappointment
~= and, fundamentally, a retrograde step foxr him,




Robert Sheckley =— THE ROBOT VHO LOOXID LIFE IME (Beontan, 130pp, #2.50)
< Reviewed by Pascal Thomas

The writer who looks like Robert Sheckleysosois the Sheckley of the 70s, pre«
sented here through various stories from the pages of Galaxy, Playboy and
various anthologies, I liked the older version better; Sheckley ic often re-
treading old ground here, and not surprisingly does not sound as good o8 he
did the first time around, By ond large, ¢libness has replaced wit, ond
wherc the 1950s' Shecockley would deliver a punchline today'!s writer under—
lines with lengthy comments an ending that has-usually become clear halfvey
through the story, ,

He still manages to be funny, though: "Slaves Of Time! mey not rise to
the level of the older "le, Myself And I", but it is a good satirc of the Do
Something About It reflex, and the title story amused me {once its romantic
blather had been forgotten). There is a good idea behind "The Standard
Hishtmare: those who defend democrocy are those most Iikely to supress it
(namely, the military), Alas, it goes dowmhill from there, and most of the
collection is not woxrth much morc than, say, averase Ron Goulart, The best
of the whole lot ig pubhably the (curiously uncredited here) collaboration
with Harlan Ellison, "I Sce A Man Sitting On A Chair, And The Chair Is Biting
His Leg', and that dates back to the 60s anyway.

Horman Spinrad --— SONGS FROM THE STARS

Revieved by Join Hobgson

This ic an ambitious attempt to tackle the percnnial question of the morality
of further space exploration from o Hip West Coast American stance, Spinrad:
is .in favour of such ecxplorction, but mindful $Bat his audicnce are mucsli
capitalists sceptical of such a blatant (mis)use of the Earth's resources, he
has sct his story in o future in which the planet has nuked itself and a
Woodstock~based society hos evolved, '

Aquaria is the last remaining picce of radiation-~frec Amcrica, and is
dedicated to the uce of "white" science, the laws of muscle, sun, wind and
wator, branding all the othcrs as "black", Deyond the hills, a band of re-
calcitrant "black" scienticts continue to manufacture and trade in the old
gsciences, and to keep them in check Clear Blue Lou, the lcader of Aquaria,
dispenses justice in an coffort to delinente the boundaries between "white®
and "black", He is summoned to the main trading post, La Mirage, to judge
Sunshine Sue, who has been sctting up a radio nctwork to sprcad news and ine
formation and who has bought "black" radios containing radicactive eclements,
Suc it a lurc, because she has been in constant contact with Harker, the
lecader of the "black" scicntists, who wishes Lou to give a sort of blessing
to their projects, This he docs, which cnables Harker to reveal that the
"black" scientists have been preparing a space flight to an orbiting station
which had succceded in contacting an alien race before the bombs fell., The
story thercafter follows predictable lines, cnding with contaoet with the
alicns being restored,

Spinrad is onc of the most inconsistont writers of recent years, ond in
this book the pecdestrion and strigtly lincar plot rcveal him to be in poor
fornm, His style ic an acquired taste, suffering from an ovcrabundance of
foul language sprinkled with a heavy<handed hippy jorgon: ‘

- "Lou, howcvir, got off bchind being a pure scxual orgenism in bed,
vhose concciousncss was totally involved in the act of making love
1tself, not in the mind games that drsve it, As far as he was con-
cerned, the idcal fuck was like a flash of sartori, wherc a verbal
thoucht dissolved into a onconess with a timecless cestatic moment, v

Lou and Suc arc merc cyphers of goodness, and while Horker starts out as an
- amoral scicntist with all the right ancwers, by the ond he has been trans-
formed into a spinless Jelly, a transformation which is unconvincing,

But the author of The Iron Dream cannot be dismisscd as a mere hack, and
it is through its undoxlying them that Songs From The Stars partial%y rcdecms
itsclf, Spinrad interwenves "black" science so thorourhyl with "yhite® that
the hypocrisy of Clear Blue Lou's attempt to stem the advance of the former
becomes ever more obvious as the novel proceeds, a direct analogy to the pre-—
gent, Where our fossil fuel=-using society allows people time to cpiticise the
hend that feeds it. Aquaria is a combination of wattle huts and mains elec-




tricity, both indenendent rather thon incompntible, Spinrad is also aware
that science has brought more horm then jood ond, when they regain contact
with the cliens, Harker wigshes to draw a veil of secrecy over the information
they receive while Lou and Suc want complete frcedom of access -~ in othexr
words, scicnece and its practicioners should be answverable for its actions.
Yet the most illuminating aspect of the book is only briefly touched

upon, On entering the space station, the protzgonists find a perfectly pre-
served string of corpses: _

"tThey would have had to tie themselves together, cycled the air out
of the airlock cnd then calmly talien poison,! Horkemr crocked, !'just to
preserve their bodies for us to find, '

The space station is spirituclly a pyramid, a reminder for: the future of
those vho have lived in the past, Behind all man's endeavours, both individ-
ually and collectively, is a desire for self-perpetvation, immortality; only
by rcaching the stars can ve ensure that the universe is awaore of our exist-
cnece, Sadly, Spinrad fails to develop this them sufficiently, Thematically
strong, Songs From The 5Stnrs never recovers from the handicap of its style
and plotting; but it is of more than passing intcrest, and a hopeful sign for
the future,

Mike Ashley (ed,) == TIE ILLUSTRAT:D BOOK OF SCIENCE FICTION LISTS (Virgin,
' 190pp, £2495)
Reviewed by Joseph licholas

Those of you vho rcad Dave Langford's Ansible (ond you all do, don't you?)
will know that Virgin's original book of SPF lists died when Maxim Jakubowski
left them but has since been resold to Derkley in the USA; this one was ob-
viously brousht in to fill the {ap, and looks it, A rush job in every way,
it is not so much a collection of definitive lists as a compilation of some
of the lists that liike Ashley has happened to draw up throughout his years as
a fan, buttressed by others cobbled tozether to moke up the bulk; and a prote
ty ropey lot they ore too, cvidencing nothing so much as an omnivorous lack
of discrimination ‘and a predilection for including the notes of friends rath-
er then those who might actually know something about theid subjects, Thus
we have no less than five sepnrate lists from Forrest J, Ackerman, whom
Ashley fulsomely notes is SF's "Number One Fon ond Humber One Personality,eee
there is no one more closely ot the core of science fiction", which hasn't
been the case since at lecast the late forties; Hol Clement's list of the ten
ST novels he's most re-rcad, which is of no use to anyone (end whose content
shows him up as a rectorded adolescent to boot); o list by somcone called Mary
Elizabeth Counselmon (who?) of her ten favourite weird talcs; Lorry Hiven's
list of nine idcas vhich are now impossible to use, in which he is allowed to
get away with two utterly irrelevant and blatontly self-promoting odverts for
his own books (what is it about the egos of these well=hceled American writ-
crs, that they can delude themselves into thinking that their tawdry and ille
vritten rubbish is the heisht of literary endeavour?); a list of ST authors
born in cach yecar of this century, in which 1936 is given over to one S, J,
Preibich {"Who'!s he?" YA friend of Laurence Janiferts,." "Who'!s he?" "A '
friemd of Ashlcy's,."); a list of some of the first fictional space voyages
rather than the first; a list of Tive Yintewesting" (}) novels about comput-
crs, vhich appears to bc composed of the first five that camc to Ashley's
minds a list of twenty SIF themes ond their first appearances, which uscd the
Moskowitzian principle of infinite regression and assumes that a theme's
first appearance, no matter how obscure or forgzotten, is its most important
and influentialy and so on, To add to the pain, the copy-cditing throughout
is incompetont butchery, with headings transposed, paragraphs cut short or
repeated elscvhcre, names misspelledss..it is rubbish, a total waste of time
and energy, and I look forward to Jakubowski's book in the confident cxpecte-
ation that it will swcep Ashiey's aside as though it had ncver cxisted,

povEeT s

Almost the end, then, On hand for next time: more reviews by Jinm Ingland,
Chris Bailer, Ann Collier, Pascal Thomas, Judith Hanna, Kevin Rattan, Brian
Smith, Sue Thomason, Paul Ilincaid, Andy Sawyer and (as usual) me, with more
to come from Absolutely Everybody (or so it seems), All will appear here.ee.



BRIGHTON MUSEUM PRESENTS

A SCIENCE FICTION SEMINAR
on Saturday 23 October 1982

at the Royal Pavilion, Brighton

to celebrate our major new exhibition
"OUT OF THIS WORLD"

open 5 October to 5 December 1982

THE SEMINAR, held at the Royal Pavilion, will explore several important
aspects of the subject today. Speakers include:

COLIN GREENLAND of the Science Fiction Foundation, who will examine the
literature of Science Fiction.

HILARY EVANS, of the Society for Psychical Research who will speak on
"SAVIOURS FROM SPACE - OR COSMIC CON-MEN. The Enigma

of Alien Visitors"

PAUL CLARK, graphic designer and lecturer at Brighton Polytechnic, on "DAN
DARE AND HIS CREATOR".

The seminar will be chaired by DAVID PRINGLE, of "FOUNDATION'

FREE ENTRY to the major exhibition "OUT OF THIS WORLD" is included in the
ticket for the day seminar. The exhibition displays, tracing the subject from the
earliest speculative writings up to the present, will examine Science Fiction
ideas used in the cinema, theatre and on television as well as in books and
magazines.

Full details of these and other items on the programme are available on request
from the address below.

TICKETS, price only £2,00 each, are available now, Simply complete the
application form and return it with a cheque or postal order in favour of Brighton
Borough Council to:

David Anderson,
Brighton Museum, Church Street, Brighton BN1 1UE
Telephone: Brighton 603005)
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"OUT OF THIS WORLD" DAY SEMINAR - 23 OCTOBER 1982
TICKET APPLICATION: Please send me . . . . . . ticket(s) price £2.00 each
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